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present mood. "It's certainly a shame, as you said," he went
on, "that we couldn't bring her with us, but it would never
have done."
"That's a word you love, isn't it? 'Never would do'—{never
would have done'— Well—don't mind me—set a match to
your midsummer fire! I know how much you've been looking
forward to that sensation I"
"Damn you, Wizz!" The words were out before he could
hold them back; but immediately afterwards she could see how
ashamed and remorseful he was. "Forgive me, sweetheart!" he
whispered. "I don't know how we've slipped into all this.
There, there, my treasure, don't *ee be cross any more with
your old kidnapper." As he spoke he laid both hands on her
shoulders. "Wizz," he said, "little Wizz. I don't believe
you've the smallest idea how fond I am of you. And you're
really—down in your deep heart—just as fond of me. We
didn't meet in that caravan and recognize each other at once
for nothing. There! I won't say another word. You're just
being childish about him. You must really feel, just as I do,
that if he is my father, it's sheer madness to be silly like this.
You don't know him as well as I do. Neither of us knows
him as well as poor Nance does.   That boy of hers	"   But
he broke off suddenly and allowed his hands to sink down
from her shoulders. She knew he had caught a look on her
face that she had never let him see there before, a look of actual
physical shrinking from his touch.
"All right, my dear," he said hurriedly, "I won't bother you
now. We'll talk of this later." If she had longed to make htm
suffer she got little satisfaction from the grim hardening process
through which his features now passed.
But leaving her side without further words he ran down
to the dew-pond, knelt on the grass by the heap of wood, and
producing matches and some crumpled papers from his pocket,
set himself to start a blaze.
This evidently proved more difficult than he anticipated,
and sitting down on the edge of the grassy hollow she watched
his clumsy fumblings with lack-lustre eyes.
"Lovie would be all right with him," she thought. "He'd
pay someone—Jenny herself very likely—to look after her;
and old Claudius would be there. The child would probably
bring those two together. No, I can't stand it any more. This

